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but found the succeeding day the opening of one of
the spells of rainy weather of which only one who
has lived in the principality much can know the
inconvenience. To wait in the half-furnished house
with no resources was worse than going out in the
rain, although I had no protection other than a cape
of my own manufacture, a circle of the thinnest
india-rubber cloth, with a hole cut in the middle for
my head, and covering my arms to the wrists.

Hoping for the rain to stop, we waited till nine
A. M., when a break in the clouds flattered us into
starting for Danilograd, to be caught in another
downpour an hour later. The way was down a
long slope, part mud and part broken rock, over
which in either case we found the traveling easier
on foot than on horseback, so that we did most of
the way on foot while daylight lasted, the unfortu-
nate porter between the cavalry and the infantry
struggling, slipping, and moaning in his inarticulate
way in great physical distress. We had continually
to stop and wait for the horses to overtake us until
the long descent was accomplished, by which time
the twilight had come, and we found ourselves in
the valley of the Suehitza, a wide waste of clay soil
saturated with rain, and two hours' ride in ordinary
condition of the roads from any shelter. The steady
rain in which we had traveled for eight hours then
became a violent thunder-storm; all the brooks and
ditches by the way were over their banks, and our
horses could hardly flounder under their loads
through the heavy going; while we, in the darkness,